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“Okay, set ready?! Alfie, is the set ready?! We’ve got one more coming in. Last shots of the day people, let’s go!”

The chaos of photoshoots could easily bring the average person to their limit, but Lane Price basked in the constant comings and goings of the many people on set that day. She loved the buzzing busyness of producers running to and fro, models coming and going trailed by assistants holding up their absurdly long dress trains and spritzing them with mist. As a photographer, Lane was grateful for the ability to watch the chaos from afar and enter it only for a few minutes at a time.

“Model is set. Lane, where’s Lane? Where’s my photographer?!” The production manager, Alex, with a voice loud enough to be heard across a football field, called across the warehouse studio.

She had managed to be left alone for the time it took to consume two and a half cigarettes and a stale vanilla latte from earlier this morning which was a new record. Typically, she couldn’t go ten minutes without someone on set calling her name or forcing contact sheets into her hand.

Lane winced at the impossibly loud voice calling her name. She exhaled a last cloud of smoke, swept through the open doorway from the balcony back into the warehouse and made her way to the tripod situated in the center of the room. Behind a camera was her absolute favorite place in the world to be.

As she settled herself in position, Lane hardly looked up at the set in front of her. Instead, she examined the scene from the viewfinder of her camera. The backdrop was a pure, translucent white and the model sat against a Louis IX antique French chaise lounge. It was an editorial shoot which were her favorites because it meant she could have a little artistic freedom and not focus so much on photographing a product. She adjusted the camera a few times, widening the aperture, dialing down the F-stop, and playing with the focus a bit. Once she was satisfied, she stood up to her full height and looked at the scene head-on.

It struck her then that the model she was photographing was absolutely stunning. She was perhaps middle-aged with cascading blonde hair that fell just past her shoulders, an angular, bony face, and a certain quiet sadness about her. For many moments, she stood there staring, admiring her. Lane would describe herself as girl-crazy, but the rest of the world seemed to want to call it promiscuousness or womanizing. Sure, she loved women. She loved fucking women, but she wasn’t a love and leave them type. Lane loved making other women feel good. She loved giving pleasure to all kinds of women. She just wasn’t much for relationships, that’s all.

“Lane! Get going! What’s the hold up?!”

“Yeah, yeah. Sorry, Alex.” Lane sprang back into action, dipping down to press her eye up against the viewfinder of her camera again. When she was finally satisfied with her camera settings, she took a couple of test shots and shot a look over her shoulder at the tech sitting a few feet behind her. He sent her a thumbs up in approval of the shots and Lane turned back to her camera.

As was her typical workflow, she took a few shots, then paused to look at the scene again. The model was looking off to the side, her eyes slightly downcast and hooded. Lane dragged a hand through her sandy-colored messy hair that hung boyishly at her shoulders.

“Can you, um, can you look towards me?” Lane asked, her voice gentle and steady.

The model glanced upwards, her gaze meeting Lane’s, and for many moments they just looked at one another.

“Like this?” The model asked.

“Um...” Lane returned her eye to her viewfinder. “Yeah, yeah, just like that. That’s great.” She took a few more images, then jogged back a few steps to take a look at the tech’s screen to review them. After another few moments of contemplation, she moved swiftly past her camera and stepped onto the set.

“Hi,” She said softly to the model. “I’m Lane, by the way.”

“Marion.” The model murmured. Her voice was thick with what sounded like an Italian or maybe French accent. Lane couldn’t help but smile slightly. She knelt down beside the sofa Marion was stretched across.

“Do you mind if I...?” She reached outward to tentatively shift a couple of fallen strands of hair that obscured Marion’s face.

“Oh... sure.” The woman murmured.

“Um, great. Looks good. Just uh... just stay like that, okay?”

Again, Lane returned to her camera, this time smiling to herself as she pressed her eye up against viewfinder. She was very good at reading people, but for some reason Marion was coming off a little opaque. For the next twenty minutes, she took hundreds of photos, occasionally asking Marion to shift or to switch sides along the couch.

“Alex, we good?” Lane asked the surly production manager who stood a few feet away monitoring the tech’s computer screen as each new photo appeared.

“Yeah, looks good, Price. Alright, that’s a wrap, everyone! Call time tomorrow is 7:30 AM, do NOT be late!”

Cringing at the volume of Alex’s voice, Lane smiled to herself as she began dismantling her camera from the tripod. She took her time in packing away her treasured 1989 Mamiya 7 into her camera bag, and made her way off set and to the elevator down the hall. She jammed the down button a few times and couldn’t help but think about how pleased she was with the photos of Marion. Then again, she couldn’t take all the credit for how well they came out. Marion herself certainly had a part in that.

As the elevator doors groaned open, Lane suddenly realized she wasn’t wearing the coat she had been when she arrived on set this morning. She zipped away from the elevator and back down the hall towards the green room where talent was able to have some privacy between shots. She had a habit of leaving things in there overnight.

She pushed the door open and was surprised to find that the room was not empty.

Marion sat at a vanity in the corner of the room, looking at herself in the mirror, a tube of lipstick in one hand. Her green eyes ticked upwards to the mirror in front of her and she watched the reflection of Lane entering the room.

“Oh,” The photographer mumbled, “should’ve knocked. I’m sorry. I just came to grab my–”

“You’re very good at what you do.” Marion said, suddenly.

Lane shut the door behind her and reached down to swipe her coat up off of an armchair in the corner of the room. “I... yeah. Well, glad you like it.”

“Other photographers I’ve worked with are so cold and uncaring. They hardly even see me as a person. Just a pretty object.” Marion put the tube of lipstick down and turned in her chair to face Lane. She looked the woman up and down very slowly.

Lane straightened, her camera bag on one shoulder, her jacket slung across the other. For many moments, she said nothing as Marion examined her tall, slightly gangly form. “Yeah, well... good photos require a good relationship between the photographer and model, I think.”

Though she was unsure why, Lane found herself taking a couple of steps forward towards Marion. Marion moved gracefully to her feet and stood in front of the chair. She was a few inches shorter than Lane and tilted her head upwards slightly to look at her.

“You know,” Marion murmured, “I’ve been wanting to have some photos taken of me as a gift for my husband. Maybe you would...?”

“Your husband?” Lane felt something inside of her deflating slightly. Of course Marion would be married. She was a middle-aged attractive woman with lucrative modeling career, after all.

“Well, we’re... consider this a last-ditch effort to repair something that perhaps should just be scrapped. Here,” Marion turned and reached for her purse hanging on the corner of the chair. She retrieved a small business card and held it out for Lane to take. “My address is on there. Would tomorrow work? I’ll pay you, of course.”

Lane stared down at the card in her, her mind fizzling to a stop. “Yeah.” She finally agreed, nodding. “Sure thing, Marion.”

“Alright, then. See you.” As swiftly as she had offered Lane the job, Marion sunk back into her chair and returned to the mirror.

A day alone with Marion at her home tomorrow...? Lane did love a challenge.

***

“I’m, uh, here to see Miss–Mrs. Laurent.” Lane declared into the speaker box sticking up from the ground a few feet away from the massive iron gate. Marion certainly had the demeanor of a wealthy person, but Lane had never imagined she had this kind of wealth. The home was humongous, towering up into the sky at least four stories and punctuated by a perfectly manicured lawn and entryway.

The speaker box buzzed back at her and with a creaking groan the gate began to open. With her camera bag in one hand, Lane hoped desperately that she wasn’t making a mistake. Her exploits with women had taken her on some adventures in the past, and she typically didn’t involve herself with married women, but Marion was too hard to resist.

Lane walked through the gate and up the short steps to the front door. She stood idly for a moment, staring at the polished oak door and wondering if she should make a run for it now. Before she could raise her fist to knock, the door suddenly pushed open.

“Miss Price?” A stout, older man appeared in the small opening crack of the door. He had a head of salt and pepper hair and wore a suit finer than anything Lane had ever owned.

“Ah, yeah. Yeah, that’s me.” The photographer murmured.

“Mrs. Laurent is expecting you.” The door opened wide and the man tilted his head down as he ushered Lane inside. Wordlessly, he led her through a gigantic foyer and to the back of the house down a long hallway looking out into a green courtyard. The man knocked twice on the door. Then, without another word, he turned and went the way he came.

“Come in,” A voice sounded quietly from the other side of the door.

With a tentative hand, Lane pushed open the door and slipped inside. The bedroom was as big as Lane’s entire apartment. The polished wooden floors gleamed in the light of the setting sun streaming in from the massive windows on either side of the room. And there Marion was, lounging across the humongous bed wearing nothing but a silk robe.

Lane couldn’t help but smirk a little. She hadn’t been entirely certain if Marion had been hitting on her by inviting her over, but now she was more than certain.

“Hi, Marion. Nice place.”

“You think so? I don’t know. I find it a little... bland. No personality. My husband’s taste in furniture is so predictable. All Danish mid-century, you know? I myself am a little more of a maximalist.”

“Well, I think you’ve done a fine job, but I’m not exactly an expert in interior design.” Lane placed her camera bag on the floor and for the first time let herself look Marion up and down. A thrum of desire ignited in her. The woman’s legs were smooth and silky looking as they peeked out from beneath the black silk of her robe. Lane imagined herself undressing her, putting a tongue to that–

“So, shall we get started?” Marion suggested.

Pulled from her reverie, Lane nodded once. “Right. Yeah. Let’s get started.”

The photographer took her time in taking out her tripod from its case and arranging her camera on its rotating head. She went about her usual preparatory business before she took photos, taking a few light readings around the room and inserting a new film roll into the back of the camera.

“So,” She murmured, peering through the viewfinder at her barely-clothed subject. “What are we doing today, Marion? This is a gift for your husband you said?”

“Yes,” Marion said, sitting up and arranging the soft tresses of her hair on one side of her shoulder. Lane was surprised that Marion had little else to say about this gift, but didn’t press the issue. Without another word, Marion removed her robe and tossed it to the side of the room. Nude, she presented her tight, well-cared for body in full to Lane.

For a moment, Lane remained completely still, her eyes taking in the woman before her, fantasizing about kissing Marion, teasing her, biting her nipples, fucking her. She kept those thoughts to herself for now.

“Well, he’s a very lucky man.” Lane said, softly. “Alright, I’m going to get started here. Can you, um, just lie back. Relax. And... yeah, that’s great.”

Lane took three images in quick succession as Marion arranged herself on the bed. She removed her eye from the viewfinder and examined the scene again. Her insides were warming, desire swimming through her belly hungrily. She really wanted to fuck Marion right now.

“Marion, let’s try something. Um, lie on your side there. Put your leg down, and...”

“Why don’t you show me how you want me?” Marion’s voice cut through Lane’s thoughts like a hot knife through butter.

The photographer straightened slightly and held tightly to the leg of her tripod. With a wry, knowing smile stretching across her face, Lane pressed forward to the edge of the bed, abandoning the camera behind her. Marion lay looking up at her, her lips parted slightly, her knees pressed together. With a sudden unbearable hunger, Marion sat up, grabbed onto the collar of Lane’s shirt, and pulled her down into a crushing kiss.

Lane climbed onto the bed eagerly, each hand going down on the side of Marion’s head. She was surprised to feel Marion’s tongue slipping inside of her own, dancing around and exploring every wet crevice. The room was filled with the sounds of small sighs and gasps of pleasure as Marion pawed impatiently at Lane’s shirt.

“Take this off.” She demanded, pushing the plain black t-shirt over Lane’s toned core. Lane sat up slightly and removed the offending garment before descending back down to Marion once again.

Their mouths met in another crashing embrace and Marion slipped her arms around Lane’s neck. She groaned appreciatively into the younger woman’s mouth as Lane’s hand tangled in her hair and took hold of one of her hips.

“I’ve been thinking about you ever since I first saw you.” Marion gasped into the kiss, unwilling to break their wet embrace. “Imagining your hands all over me, inside of me. I... I don’t know what’s happening to me, why I’m so attracted to you–”

Lane silenced Marion’s confessions by dragging two fingers across the lips of her warm, wet pussy. “What, am I not your usual type?” She teased.

Marion hissed out a gasp of delight as Lane’s fingers brushed past her clit. She was already incredibly wet. Watching Lane photograph her had turned her on far more than she had expected it to.

“God, you–you’re so much sexier than my husband, than anyone else I’ve ever fucked. I’ve never felt this way... about a woman before...”

Marion’s words hung in the air for a moment as Lane shifted her lips down the older woman’s jaw and to a a spot just above her collarbone.

“Let’s not talk about your husband.” She hummed throatily. “So, you’ve never been fucked by a woman before?” Lane murmured into the soft stretch of skin.

“N-no,” Marion whimpered, pressing her hips flush up against Lane’s. She wanted her inside of her. She wanted to be penetrated by Lane, fucked by her, teased by her. She had never wanted anyone so badly. “God, Lane, please–”

“I bet you’ve been just desperate to be fucked, then. Since your husband is so disappointing...” Lane’s left hand hovered over Marion’s pussy yet again, teasing it, occasionally pushing a finger through her wet folds and stimulating her swollen, wanting clit.

“Yes, I need more, Lane. I need you. I need you to fuck me.” Marion gasped, her arms tightening around the photographer’s neck.

“I think you need to better appreciate what it’s like... being with a woman. Getting fucked by a woman.” Lane continued murmuring.

Marion suddenly became very aware that Lane was teasing her, drawing out her pleasure into new, unknowable lengths. She whimpered pathetically, her pussy throbbing with need.

Lane plunged two fingers deep inside of Marion with exquisite slowness, filling her up, exploring her inner wetness and teasing her g-spot delicately. She pulled and pushed her fingers into and out of the older woman, slowly, her upper row of teeth biting down on her bottom lip as she did. She gave her a taste of what it felt like to be filled up by her.

“Oh, fuck, oh my god, fuck, Lane, yes, god, oh my god–” Marion begged, grabbing a handful of the younger woman’s hair. Her green eyes screwed shut and Marion felt spikes of pleasure shooting through her like never before. Her hips bucked in pleasure as she tried desperately to fuck herself on Lane’s fingers.

Lane lowered her lips to Marion’s full, firm breasts. She couldn’t be certain, but it seemed like they may have been implants. She took one nipple in between her lips and sucked on the hardening skin with fervor.

“Yes, baby, don’t stop. God, please, don’t stop...” Marion continued whining, her body bucking and writhing in pleasure. Never before had her husband or any of her other lovers ever fucked her like this. Pleasure had been woefully absent from her life for far too many years.

Lane removed her fingers from Marion’s warm, clenched inner walls and dropped down onto the bed beside the woman. She slipped her knee in between Marion’s legs and pressed it gently up against the woman’s wet core. Marion immediately began to ride Lane’s knee, bucking herself up against it, stimulating her clit with every little rocking movement she made.

With her two fingers covered in Marion’s wetness, Lane wrapped her lips around her own fingers and lapped up the older woman’s juices.

“You taste so good, Marion.” Lane murmured. “Can I taste you some more?”

Wordless, her mind locked into a cage of pleasure-induced paralysis, Marion nodded emphatically. Lane lowered herself further down the bed and arranged herself so that her head was just in between Marion’s legs. She pushed her lips into the warm, wet folds of Marion’s sex and stroked her clit with soft scrapes of the tip of her tongue.

Marion grabbed great handfuls of the silk sheets beneath her, squeezing her eyes shut and releasing a barrage of whimpers. She felt her chest rise and fall rapidly, uncontrollably, warmth and pleasure building up inside of her like a great balloon being inflated. Her senses were taken over the edge as Lane reached up both of her hands and began tweaking Marion’s nipples mercilessly. With her clit and nipples stimulated simultaneously, Marion was certain she would be unable to hold in a scream of unbridled rapture.

Lane’s mouth worked manically, her tongue petting Marion’s folds endlessly, over and over again. Her eyes ticked upwards and watched as the older woman’s head tipped back.

“Lane, Lane, I’m going to... God, I’m going to cum, Lane. I’m going to cum–I’m going to–!” Marion’s voice hitched in the back of her throat as her body seemed to fold in on itself, scrunched into one giant nerve. She gasped, her hands balled into tight fists, and finally released. Sweet waves of unending pleasure burst through her and she succumbed to an overpowering orgasm.

Her body trembled and shook against her will and finally released her into a heavy, immovable exhaustion. Lane lifted her head and wiped her lips with the back of her hand, unable to keep a small smile from rising.

“So...” The photographer murmured.

Marion opened her eyes and smirked a bit sheepishly down at the younger woman. “That... Thank you. No one’s ever...”

“Yeah, that’s what you said.” Lane said, climbing up from the foot of the bed and collapsing next to Marion.

Marion sat up onto her elbows and leaned over to press her lips up against Lane’s. They shared a long, exploratory moment of caressing each other’s tongues. Suddenly, Marion pulled away, her eyes wide and uncertain.

“What?” Lane murmured.

Marion clapped a hand over Lane’s mouth, looking as if she were listening intently to something. “Go!” She whisper-yelled. “You have to go, my husband is home. I just heard the garage. Fuck!”

“What?” Lane asked again. Looking over her shoulder wildly as if Marion’s husband would be standing right behind her.

“Go!” Marion repeated, pushing the long, thin photographer from the bed and thrusting her shirt at her.

Lane pulled the shirt over her head and turned to her photo equipment standing in the middle of the room. “What about–?”

“Honey, are you back here?” A man’s voice pierced the fearful silence.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Lane muttered, sprinting over to her camera and pretending to fiddle with its settings. Marion scooped up her robe from the floor and in record time put it on and tied the belt around herself.

By the time Joseph Laurent stepped into the master bedroom, Marion was dressed and sitting on the unmade bed with her legs crossed, pretending to pose for Lane’s camera.

“Oh,” The man stopped in the doorway, looking back and forth between his wife and the young photographer. Slowly, he smiled. “working from home today, darling?”

“Something like that.” Marion said, laughing through her teeth. “We’re just finishing up though, aren’t we?” She said, sending a stiff look towards the woman who had just been penetrating her. Marion’s cunt was dripping wet still. She hoped to god her husband couldn’t smell her sex.

“Um, y-yeah. Yep, all done.” Lane said, nodding once to the man.

“Yes, well, thank you, that’ll be all.” Marion muttered towards Lane, hopping off the bed and kissing her husband’s cheek. “How was work today? Did your meeting go well?”

Lane watched as the couple disappeared down the hall, heaving a huge, desperate breath of air. That had been painfully close. She quickly packed up the rest of the camera and let herself out of the massive, towering house. She gave one last look up at the place as she took off down the street, a little frustrated that she herself had gotten no release after that sexual encounter.

She yanked the business card Marion had given her out of her pocket and stared down at the phone number printed on the card. Marion had been incredibly fun to fuck, and clearly the woman had a lot to learn about sex with women. Lane fantasized about being the one to teach her. In truth, she loved the excitement of going behind Marion’s husband’s back, fucking his wife like he wasn’t able to.

As she made her way home, Lane’s mind was filled with endless streams of images of Marion lying below her begging for more. She had never fucked a middle-aged woman before and Lane had to admit to herself that it was incredibly sexy. There was something about the fact that she was showing Marion, a woman of refined taste and accomplishment, the pleasures of lesbian sex.

Her apartment was warm and quiet as she unlocked the door and slipped inside. Lane hardly had time to throw down her camera bag and jacket before she was jogging into her bedroom and pulling out the box of sex toys that lived beneath her bed. There it was. She grabbed the long, graceful black vibrator and kicked the box of toys back under the bed. She stepped out of her shoes, lay down across her messy bed and admired her favorite of sex toys. It was pale black and had a name like a princess. Grace or Vivian or something. She clicked the on button to ensure that it was charged and was met with a welcoming buzz.

Lane unbuttoned her tight jeans and pulled them down to her ankles. Then, she pressed the buzzing tip of the vibrator up against the boxer briefs she wore and let out an initial sigh of pleasure. Lane was unsurprised to the find that she was still dripping wet after her encounter with Marion. She pressed the tip of the vibrator further up against herself and rose her hips slightly to increase the pressure of its touch.

Her mind wandered dreamily to Marion. Teasing her bare body mercilessly. Giving her only little spurts of pleasure now and then, fingering her swollen clit for a moment or so before dragging her fingertips along Marion’s thighs or pinching and kneading her nipples.

A small moan escaped her as she maneuvered the vibrator downwards towards her sex. She was incredibly wet now after thinking of Marion again. She pushed the massager inside of her and rocked her hips up and down a few times as the pleasure became overwhelming.

“God,” she whispered, letting out a sudden exhale of hot breath. “oh, oh, fuck...”

She loved the idea of taking control of someone else’s pleasure, allowing only little delicacies every now and again. The slap of an ass, fingers being pushed into her mouth, an occasional penetration. She fucked herself with the wand very slowly, pushing it in and out, in and out of her and panting along with it.

With one hand, she squeezed her nipple tightly, pinching it between her fingers and twisting the skin around until that delicious sensation of something between pleasure and pain took over. She increased the speed on the vibrator and moved it back up to her swollen and wanting clit. The vibrations sent unbearable waves of pleasure shooting up inside of her. Her whole body felt drawn, tight, and yet relaxed into utter tranquility. She rolled onto her side and stroked the vibrating up and down against herself.

“Hey, Lane, is that yo–”

Lane nearly toppled off of her bed at the sound of the voice. She opened her eyes and gasped slightly at the sight of her roomate, Michelle, standing in the doorway.

“Oh...” Michelle said, a small smirk rising onto her face. “I, um, didn’t mean to disturb you.”

“Fuck.” Lane muttered, turning off the vibrator and tossing it down beside her. “Hi, Michelle. Sorry... should’ve closed the door.”

Michelle walked into the room a couple of steps and looked down at the vibrator with a growing smirk. “Doesn’t bother me. In fact... I wouldn’t mind watching.”

Lane let out a small, unsurprised laugh. Michelle had been hitting on her for weeks ever since she moved in to the second bedroom of Lane’s apartment. Typically, Lane had a rule against fucking roommates, but this technically wouldn’t fucking...

“Hm. Yeah, alright, Michelle. You can watch.” She said, settling back onto her elbows and grabbing the vibrator again. She pulled her briefs down to her ankles with her pants and turned the vibrator onto a medium setting.

Michelle moved to sit on the edge of the bed, lying down onto her side and watching Lane attentively. She swept her dark hair out of her eyes and let her hand hover over her own sex.

Lane slowly stroked herself with the buzzing tip of the wand, letting out a low, throaty moan as she did. She pressed it up against her clit and slowly drew it down to her cunt. “Nnghh,” She groaned, “Michelle, I’m really, really horny right now.” She murmured.

“Yeah?” Michelle asked, “Why are you so horny?”

“Because... ah... fuck... I just fucked this model... and her husband came home while we’re fucking... and I didn’t get any release, you know?” Lane’s eyes fluttered shut as she increased the speed at which she stroked herself. Her clit was warming up, bursts of heat exploding through her lower abdomen. Her wetness was spreading now. Fuck, she needed to cum.

“Wow,” Michelle murmured, “that sounds really hot. Do you... want some help?”

“Fuck it,” Lane murmured, “yeah, Michelle, help me.”

The photographer handed her roommate the vibrator and bit down on her bottom lip as she lay back on the bed. Michelle seemed eager as she climbed over to Lane’s side and lay beside her. She held up the wand and increased the speed to the highest setting. Then, she tentatively pressed the wand up against Lane’s wet, dripping cunt.

“Fuck,” Lane mumbled, “oh, yeah, right there,” she said, pushing her hips upwards.

Michelle rubbed the wand at Lane’s clit, teasing it, trailing the tip of the device up and down many times before allowing it to settle in one place.

“You like that?” She whispered.

“Oh, fuck, Michelle, yeah, yeah, I like that, keep going.” Lane said, whimpering as her clit was tortured and teased. “Michelle, fuck me, please, go inside of me.”

Michelle pulled the vibrator downwards and pressed the tip of it inside of Lane’s sopping wet cunt. She pushed it inside slowly, watching Lane’s face closely as she did so. Then, she pulled it out. Then, she pushed it in again. She repeated this process over and over, countlessly, fucking Lane with precision and control.

“Shit,” Lane moaned, forcing her hands behind her head tensing every core muscle. Her inner walls clenched tightly around the device and held it in place. The vibrations shot an explosion of pleasure through her. She was getting close to cumming. It wouldn’t take much after her evening with Marion, that was for sure.

“You gonna cum for me, Lane?” Michelle whispered, again. “I bet your clit is so sensitive right now. What if I just...?” Michelle moved the vibrator back up to Lane’s clit and held it there mercilessly as the woman bucked and writhed on the bed.

“Fuck, Michelle, I’m going to–I’m going to cum, Michelle, fuck, Michelle, I’m–!” Lane panted, her breath leaving her in hot spurts. Her orgrasm was rising, billowing up inside of her, threatening to explode. An unbearable swath of heat grew inside of her and Lane’s body suddenly tensed and twitched and shuddered as she came onto the vibrator.

Michelle pulled the device away and turned it off with a soft smile. “Wow.” She murmured.

For many moments, Lane was silent. “Yeah. Wow.” She parroted. “Michelle... fuck, thank you.”

“No problem.” Michelle said, climbing off of the bed with a small smirk. “You’ll just have to return the favor sometime.”

Feeling utterly spent, Lane remained still on the bed for many minutes, her eyes shut and her mind floating comfortably. She thought of Marion again, the woman’s face screwed up in pleasure as she had what was probably her first orgasm in years. She thought of Michelle, taking control over her pleasure and fucking her silly with her own toy. Though she hadn’t intended on falling asleep, Lane’s last thoughts before she slipped off into a restful slumber wondered what kind of shit she would get herself into tomorrow.
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